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HERE'S ED'S 
PLACE f I'LL 
BET THE BUM ' 
IS STILL ASLEEPfJ 




' 



HERE'S BEN'S \ WITH ALL 
EXCLUSIVE YOUR 

ifia-c;;: fi / no:;H;:CT!0 : -!S 
THE FOOD IS / YOU NEVER 
GOOD AND I /\ SEEM TO 
CAN GET IT S/ CONNECT 
FOR YOU 11 WITH A JOB* 




WE'LL FIGURE OUT A 
WAY TO BRING YOUR 
CUSTOMERS BACK, BEN 



uh -oh i Ted's ideas 
always land us 

soup? 



J THATS A GOOD \ OKAY.CHICKENfll 
( IDEA ! I'LL HAVE ] YOU'RE ONE 
\SOME CHICKEN 1 DISH I 




IF WE'RE GOING TO LISTEN 
TO ONE OF ED'S IDEAS, 
WE'D BETTER HAVE 
SWEET MUSIC TO SOOTHE 
.OUR JAN8LED NERVES 



FLASH? THE WORLD FAMOUS SHOPE 
DIAMOND WAS STOLEN TODAY FROM THE 
HOME OF MRS. SHEILA SHOPE » LESTER 
LARKINS, KNOWN TO THE UNDERWORLD 
AS LIGHT-FINGERED LESTER.IS BELIEVED 
TO HAVE BEEN INVOLVED IN THIS DARING 
THEFT' A POLICE SEARCH 
FOR HIM IS NOW IN PROGRESS 




TURN THAT RADIO OF 
BENT I'M THINKING? 
THE THING TO SAVE 
YOUR BUSINESS IS 
THE TORCHYBUftSEi 




WE PUT TORCHY IN 
YOUR FRONT WINDOW 
MAKING HAMBURGERS... 
ONLY WE CALL THEM . 
TOftCXYBURGERSf / 



\T01tCMYBL 
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WE'RE ALL SET 

IIR, NOW < START 

COOKING WITH 

GAS.TORGHYf 




TORCH* 



YOU CAN CHANGE IN THERE.' 
IF YOU NEED ANY HELP, CALL 
MEf I'M VERY GOOD WITH 
BUTTONS? 




SEE, I'M SETTING 
AWFULLY HUNGRY 
I THINK I'LL TRY 

ONE OF these; 




CHIEF, MEET TOROHY TODD, 
THE LITTLE LADY WHO 
FOUND THE SHCPE DIAMOND 
AND PRACTICALLY CAPTURED 
THESE BUMS SINGLE-HANDED? 




LISTEN, BRIGHT BOY! I'M SICK OF 
THESE PARLOR DATES!!. WANT TO GET 
OUT AND STUDY NATURE! WAIT HERE 
WHILE I CHANGE INTO PICNIC 
CLOTHES 



ISO /a* AWAY IT 





ABOUT BRI NGING HOME THE 
BACON... >y OH.NOYOU DON'T.' 




LET THAT 1 1 GOTTA V 
GGO.EDf /THE EVIDE^ 
:'LL GET / DON'T I ? _ 
NTO V J, 

lOUBLE?/^ \fl 




HEH-HEH,WELL,IM 
JUST A.BUSI NESS MAN ] 
ESCAPING MY 
CITY PROBLEMS? 
MYFRIENDANDj^ 
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EN TTSNUF 



TRE3PASSIN', BUT HAVE Y 
SEEN A LITTLE PIG 
RIJNNIN' LOOSE ,-- 
HEREA80UTS'? J 



1 MATTER OF 



I HMM.THIS GROUND IS DUG UP LIKE 
APIG'O DONE IT.' YOU SAY YER A 
BUSINESS MAN, MISTER.. JUST 
WHAT DO YOU DO FER ALIVIN'? 



DIG ? WELL.ER. ..I LLTELLYA, PAL, III 
CONVINCED THAT THERE'S SOME 
VALUABLE URANIUM OR SOMETHING 






SINCE BESSIE AINT 
SHOWED UP, I GUESS 
I BETTER DO A LITTLE 
HAWGCALLIN'f — * 

OOOO 



TOUCHY 



HOG CALLING? 
OOPSf 
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OINK ? - 
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WELL,BESStE? HIDIN ALL 
THE TIME IN THAT BASKET, 
EH? ^ 

^COMEO^UJMBER . 
LEGS, LET'S SHOVE? 





$Q'uE eef 



LOOK AT THEM 
CITY SLICKERS 
RUN, BESSIE f 
AND THEY THOUGI 
THEY WAS HOODWINKIN 
ME? 
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I GOTTA GET THIS HEAPROLLINGf 
HE'S PROBABLY GOT THE SHOTGUN 



YEAH ? SAY, 



BY NOW 



HOLD IT A MINUTE AND 
LOOK AT THAT f 



YOU WONT- PULL SUCH 
A FAST ONE ATTH AT, CHUM? 
OUR FARMER FRIEND LET 
YOU DJG UP ALLTHAT 
GROUND AND... 

W? 



HOW HE'S SOWING SEEDS 
I NJTg 

CAN YOU ^_^ ^ 
BEAT IT? ■■BBffc 

YOU JUST 
CAN'T TRUST 
NOBODY ANY- 
MORE? 






TOUCHY 



■■^taHB 
















TESSf COME HERE 
QUICK f A FISH JUST 
WHISTLED AT ME f 
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IT WAS SURE SWELL OF MY BOSS TO LOAN 
US THIS BOAT FOR THE DAYf AREN'T YOU 

FRANKLY- A«EDf" A ~ V EXCITED ' TESS? 
f M TAKING THIS 
TRIP AGAINST MY 
BETTER JUOGEME 




LIKED DEEP 
SEA FISHING t 





I DO. 
TORCH Y? 
BUT I'M 

N0TSU.Y 
ENOUGH 
TO EXPECT 

TO DO MUCH 
— WITH 



YOU TWO TROUBLE HUNTERS 
ON THE LOOSE f 




TORCHY 



AW, TESS, HOW COULD I GET 
INTO ANY TROUBLE 
MILES OUT IN r —-'I ADMIT 
THE OCEAN? J IT'LL BE 

DIFFICULT, ED- 
BUT YOU'LL FIND 
SOME WAYf YOU'RE 
A GENIUS AT IT? 



«H^-_« 




A COUPLE OF 
HOURS LATER^. 



WHAT ON 
EARTH 
ARE YOU 
DOING, ED? 




THIS IS AN UNBREAKABLE STEEL 

CABLE f THE FISH 

THAT GETS AWAY 

TODAY IS GONNA 

HAFTA TAKE 

THE BOAT 

WITH HIMf 




I EVEN MADE MY OWN SPECIAL Ztfrtf AND 

PAINTED IT MYSELF f BO 1 






ALWAYS EXPECT ED TO START TROUBLE 
AND HE NEVER LETS ME DOWNf 








TOUCHY 



AT THAT 

FAR ASTERN 




SUCCESS AGAIN, COPY f A HUNDRED 
MORE ART LOVERS HAVE BEEN 
DELIGHTED WITH MY 
SURREALIST/ YEAH, COUNT 
PAINTINGS f/DERFITTf PRETTY 

SOON WE'LL BE 
SAFELY ANCHORED 
OFF PHONEY 
^ ISLANDf 




YOU'RE A GENIUS, COUNT-- 
PA1NTIN 1 THEM HORRIBLE 
PICTURES OUTSIDE THE 
THREE MILE LIMIT AND 
SMUGGLIN* 'EM PAST THE 
4 fir CRtTiCS BY SUBMARINE 



EEEOWf 
I GOTTA 

STRIKEf 
I GOTTA, 

STRIKE f 





WE'RE CAUGHT ON SOMETHING? 
LOOK THROUGH^ OKAY, BUT 
THE PERISCOPE J| FT SEE A 
COPYf v-TEoAST GUARD 

NET, I'M GONNA 
FAiNTf 
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HONEST.COUNTrj 
A HORRIBLE *d 
MAN-EATING ^l 
SEA MONSTER W 

has us in nsM 

CLUTCHES 'jsP J 
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LET ME LOOK rl 




A SHORT HERE COMES THE BOSS. 
TIME BACK ON SCHEDU 

LATER... I'M SO EXCiTEDf HE 
PROMISED i 





MR. ACIDOPHOLUS SKULLDUG, aged and bitter 
president of the Humdrum Publishing Company, 
was known far and wide as a publisher with the mak- 
ings of a mean old man. He hated everybody and 
everybody hated him. Just now he glared across his 
mahogany desk at his office boy, Gangway Listless, 
with concentrated disgust. "I told you I'd see nobody 
this afternoon," he snarled. "Nobody! 'This is Tuesday, 
and every Tuesday afternoon I devote to my planning 
for copyright theft and author discouragement — " 

"But," sighed Gangway, in the voice of a hypnotized 
calf, "she says she must see you, ancf I just couldn't 
refuse. .-."■ . Her name is Miss Todd, Torchy Todd . . ." 

"Torchy Todd, forsooth!" yelped Mr. Skulldug. "I'll 
torch her. If she dares come in — ", 

But she had come in. Mr. Skulldug sank back in his 
chair. His face turned the color of raspberry sherbet, 
and his. eyes grew to the size of tennis balls. Torchy 
Todd was tall. She was willowy. She had more and 
better curves than the Old Road. Her. hair was butter- 
cup blonde; her eyes were cornflower blue. When she 
smiled, Mr. Skulldug felt as though someone had touch- 
ed him with a high-voltage wire. 

"Dear Miss Todd!" he cooed for the first time since 
the charge up San Juan Hill. "Wh-what can I do for 
you? Consider it done already." 

"I've written a novel," Torchy Todd informed him, 
laying a bulky -manuscript on the desk. "I railed it 
LOST IN LOVE Rather good, don't you think?" ' 

"Wonderful!" breathed Mr. Skulldug, who was lost 
in love himself. Like everyone else who took one look 
at Torchy Todd, he was sunk twenty fathoms deep io 
romantic yearnings "A wonderful title, and a wonder- 
ful book," It'll lie a sure best seller, Mis* Todd—" 

"But you haven't read it yet, Mr. Skulldug 1 '' 

"I have an instinct for these things." For him to 
snatch a contract from his desk was but the work <.f 
a moment, and for him to fill in blanks giving her ;i big 
advance, top royalties and a guarantee to spend a for- 
tune in advertising was but the work of another. For 
this she rewarded him with another of her smiles, and 
Skulldug's temperature reached a point higher than the 
all-time high recorded hy the weather bureau since 
1888. Folding the contract, she winnowed tut of his 



he recovered a few of his wits. "What have 
I done?" he groaned. "I can answer thai one myself. 
I've beggared my company to publish this book — Lost 
For Love — " 

He took it in his hand, but dared not read even the- 
first page. "It's probably the worst tripe in all the 
history of literature," he said. "Hey, office boy! Gang- 
way Listless! Take this to the printer at once — we're 
stuck with it." 

He stuck to his contract with Torchy Todd because 
he had signed it and couldn't get out of it. He spent 
thousands of dollars in newspaper and billboard ad- 
vertisements, 1 each with a resplendant portrait of Torchy 
Todd and the announcement that Lost For Love was 
an epoch-making novel. The night before publication 
date- he scheduled a party for booksellers and reviewers, 
but sent word at the last moment that he could not 
attend — he was sick, literally sick, with worry over 
what was bound to be a colossal failure. The next day 
he dragged himself to his Office. Gangway brought in 
the papers, and he turned to the book sections. 

"What's this?" he spluttered. "One paper after an- 
other says it's the greatest book of the year — predicts 
a phenomenal sale. And I didn't even show up for the 
party last night! I — " 

"Torchy took over in your place," explained Gang- 
way. "Every bookseller and critic fell in love with her. 
That explain'; the flattering reviews." 

"But nobody wit! buy the book, Gangway!" 

"Everybody's buying it. Did you forget that we put 
T<;rc'ny s picture on the cover? Lovesick crowds of men 
are fighting to get to i he stands and buy a copy We'll 
be rich, and so will Torchy, By the way. she? in the' 
outer office, right now." 

"All!'' cried the publisher, drooling 'Send her in, 
my boy. I'm going to m3ke a date — take her out lo- 
night—" 

"Soiry, Mr. Skulldug," said Gangway. "Torchy.'s 
already promised to go oul with me. IVrhaps she thinks 
I'm her dream come true. I know that she's mine."' 

And Gangway Listless hurried out in Torchy ag.:m, 
closing the door so that she couldn't hear the dull thud 
of Mr. Skulldug's body as he fell fainting across his 




SOME OF THESE YOUNG PEOPLE AIN'T SOT 
NO MODESTY AT ALL.' BUT WHAT $H4P£Sf 

. STILL, THEY GET A TICKET, THE 

"^BOTH OF ' 





I WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME FOR V 

GOOD PAY- SUCCESS | 
A BRIGHT FUTURE f 

r America's Fastest-Grom'nq Industry J -■ 





VETERANS 
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WHAI'S MY SECRET? _,_,_, „ ^"trS'contreJtfon." 
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